7 heH'tjlwyof 

£ tsfs ’hey are Sharing, the Prince and Point 
« -prin ■ Y our money vpon them, they allrut.neavenj, and faf, 

Pain. VlUaiiiCS. ' a f ter a blow or two runs away too, le*. 

' uingthe bootie behindetkem. 

Prin. Got with mucHeale.Now merrily to horfetthetheeues 
arcfcatteted, and polled with feare fo ftrongly that they dare 
not nrieetc each other, each takes hisfcllow tor an officer, away 
good Ned.FaldalfFe fweares to death .and lards the leaneearcli 
as he walkes along : wert not for laughing 1 fhould pitcie him. 

Pomes How the rogue roard. , Exeunt . 

Enter Hot j pur felus .reading a letter. 

But for wine owne part my Lord , / could bee well contented to be: 
therein refpeft of tbs lone l heart your honfe. 

He could be cotented, why i$ he not thenhn therefpeft of the 
louehe beares ourllqufe: hefhowesin chis,hc loues his oa.’ne 
barne better then h-e loues our houfe.Let me fee lome more. 

The pnrpofe jott undertake isdanderous, j 

Whythats certaiile.tis'dangerous totakeacokf, to fl.eepe.to 
drinke,butl tel you(my Lordfoolejoutofthis nestle danger, 
wc piucke this flower lafery, 

T‘ c purpofeyott Undertake is dangerous , the friends you bane %imed 
ZJncertainejbe time it Lif t vnfmod.and jour whole plot too light. ,for 
the counterpoife offo great an opposition . 

Sayyoufoifay you fo.lfay vnto youagaineyou area flub 
low cowardly hinde,and you ly c:\vhat a lack^brainc is thisfby 
the Lord our plot is a good plot, as cucr was laid, our friemie 
true & collanua good plot, good friends, & Ini of expefhtip: 
an excelletplot,very good friendsjwhat a Irofliefpiritcd rogue 
is this?why,my Lord ofYorkc commends the plot,& the gene 
rallcourfe of the AfUon.Zomuls& I were now by thisrnlcal, 
Icoiuldbramelnm with his Ladies ianne . Is there -otmy fa- 
ther, my vnclc, and my felfc, Lord Edmund Mortimer, my 
Lorde of Yerkc,iSc Owen Glendower-is there not befldes the 
Dowglas?hauc I not al their letters to meet me in armes bv the 
uinthof rlie next month, andare they not lomofthem (etfor. 
ward already -whata pagan rafkall is thjs,and infidel. 7 Ha, you 
dull fee now in very unccritic of feare and cold heart, wil he to 
the King, and lay open al our proccedinges .0,1 could dhiide 

my 



Heme the fourth. 

mvfclfc Scioto bufFcts.formouingfuch adifliofskim millec 

with fo honorable an afhon.Hanghim'let him telitheKtng. 
we are prepared- 1 will fet forward to night. Enter bs Lady. 

How now Kate, I mud leauc you within thefe two hourcsf 
Lady O my good Lord,why are you thus alone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banilht woman from my Harries bed} 

Tell me.fweet Lord.what is’t that takes from t hee 
Thy ftomack.pleafurc.and thy golden deepe? 

Why doftthoa bend thine eyes vpon the earth} 

And dart fo often when thou fitd alone? 

Why had thou loft the frelh bloud in thy cheekes* 

And giuen my trcafui es and my rights of thee 
To thick eyd mufing,and curd melacholly} 

In my Hint flumbcrs,I bythec watchr, 

And heard thee murmure tales cfyron w arres, 
Speaketearmcsofmanagcto thy bounding deed. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou bad talkt 
Of (allies, and rctires,trenches,tems, 
Ofpallizadoes,frontiers„parapcts, 

Ol bafilisks.ofcanon.culuerin, 

Ofprifonersranfome.and offouldiersflainc, 

Anaall the current, ofa heddy fight, 

Thy fpirir within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo bedird thee in thy deepe, 

That beds of fwcat hath flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late didurbed dreame. 

And inchy face Arangc motions haue apeard. 

Such as we fee when men redraine their breath, 

On fome great fodaine had.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy butanes hath my Lord in hand, 

And I mud know itjClfelie loues me not. 

Hot what ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 

S er. Hcis.my Lord.an houre agoe. 
lAot. Hath Butler brought thofehorfes from the fheriffe? 
Ser, Onchorfc.my Lord, he brought cuennow. 
hot. What horfe. 7 aroanc?acrop earepsitnot? 

Sw. Itismy Lord. 
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